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The Legend Of Browless Kithil 


Author's Notes: 
Initially, Kittil was to be a real "Reverend" character, but as | learned that he didn't express any interest in 
Christianity befre 99], | couldn't bring myself to write the dialogue | had in mind, so this is what came out 


instead. Entirely new turn of events. 


Jørn Kane dug the heel of his boot into the dust of the parking lot, getting ready to go as the driver unloaded 
a carton packed with pickles. 


The plan was this: He'd climb inside and hand the bread and milk to his waiting companions: Øystein and Jan, 
who was known to the public as Curly Death and went by the secret alias of Hellhammer. They would then 
stuff it in their bags and head home as fast as they could without appearing suspicious. 


All the while, Loony Per, undercover name: Dead, would watch out for anyone approaching the van, giving them 


a sign. 


As the driver staggered towards the supermarket's backdoor, his thin arms struggling to keep the cartons on 
his shoulders, Jørn Kane sped to the van gracefully and, swift as a skogkatt, jumped to land between packages 
of canned food. 

As he dug around for the desired goods, a voice startled him. 


"What are you guys dong" 


Jørn peaked out the van's back door and stuffed the milk cartons into Jan's arms before adressing the young 


man that faced Øystein. 

"We're starving. Ain't no place for us in your local soup kitchen, Reverend Kittilsen" 

Everyone turned around to look at him, bewildered. 

‘Nice one, Jørn" Kittil said after a brief moment of surprise, "but if anything, I'll be the Evif Reverend 
His voice dropped a few octaves when he pronounced the word "evil", as if mimicking a demon. 

"Yeah," Øystein remarked mockingly, "shaving off your brow makes for one hell of a sinful life.” 


"Is grown back.. and it did look mean as fuck," Kittil retorted with narrow eyes, "people were scared to even 


look at mel" 


This drew a chuckle out of Jan, whom they had told the tale of Browless Kittil. Per, indifferent as usual, didn't 
even bother to pretend giving a fuck. 


Let's devil you up a bit" Jørn casually reached behind to pull out the bread from the van. "Make yourself 
useful, Reverend Kittilsen" 


"No way," Kittil protested while reaching for the loaves regardless, "I'm not getting involved in your robberies. 


And stop calling me that" 


"He's got a point," Øystein said, urging him to move. "One day you'll cut your hair, get married, go to church 


every Sunday and denounce us as bandits." 


"Which you are," KitHtil replied instantly, still walking along with them, although reluctantly. "Brutal music is fun, 
but | have no interest in stealing." 


"No, you have more interest in Torben, | bet." Bystein's tone was silken, his smirk sharp. 


Now even Per looked up, exchanging curious glances with Jan. Jørn remained calm, but gave the two arguing 


men a warning stare. 


Kittil didn't miss a beat, only a quick twitch visible around his lips before he spoke. 

"Torben and | are as good a team as you and Jørn" 

Øystein stopped, and so did everybody else. 

"Shut your mouth." He threw his pitchblack hair back so energetically, it nearly cut the air like a whiplash. 
"What? Angry ‘cause we're doing what you're scared of?" 


This even caused Per to cock a brow and look questioningly at Jan. Jan, of course, knew what Kittil was alluding 


to. After all, Øystein had told him the story. He glanced to Jørn, who tensed up now. 

"Fuck you" Øystein spat. The words were hissed quietly, aimed at Kittil like two very thin razorblades. 
KiHtil seemed unfazed. His smug grin called for a few smashed teeth as he delivered his comeback 
"Oh Ø, do you think noone notices that you swapped wedding rings disguised as pat--" 


"This was your death sentence, Kitti" The mercurial indian had his hand pressed to Kittil's mouth, which took 
him some effort, given their height difference. 


Jørn pulled him off Kittil as if he was a real menace to him, carefully displaying enough difficulty to not make 


them look ridiculous. 


"Enough, Reverend," he spoke with a firm voice, "we'll handle this like proper men do: in a duel. Come to the 


henhouse tonight and bring Torben as your second." 


He turned to the other two, sternly adding: "No witnesses allowed" 


x 
"If you want to join the band, wear black" Øystein greets Torben and Kittil 
"And some leather," Jarn adds, plucking his own leather jacket to show these greenhorns what cool looks like. 


"Don't need to wear black if you're evil enough," Kitil says and combs his hair back with his fingers, revealing 


one missing brow. 


Their white-shirtedness and Kittil's risible face is not everything that annoys them that night. 


Its how they can't stay serious for one fucking picture. 


Its how Torben behaves so childishly, pulling faces and laughing about everything, but loudest when Kittil says 


something he deems funny. 


Its how they're so at ease around one another they forget about Jørn and Øystein entirely. 


This is Mayhem and not the second Vomit, Jørn thinks as they divide the band into two parties, the black and 


the white sector, while he watches on grimly. 


When the photo session is over, they don't stop fooling around, oblivious to how the other two are fuming. 
Oblivious, or pissing them off on purpose. 


‘I'm gonna say it plainly," Jørn announces, "be darker next time or we'll have to kick you out" 

Øystein, who looks like he can't wait to do so, adds, "We want the average churchgoer to be scared shitless, 
not fondly laughing about," he imitates the voice of what Jørn assumes to be that of an elderly woman, "these 
adorable boys" 

| wonder what your average churchgoer says about these adorable boys doing this," Kittil purrs as he casually 
pulls Torben on top of him. And Torben lets himself be dragged into his lap obediently, in one graceful, fluid 
motion. Positions himself catlike, as if practiced. And then he laps at Kittil's lips, smiling. 

They kiss with routine, yet look like they get a huge thrill out of the mouth to mouth touches. They've done 
this before, and not with girls, Jarn reckons. And still they appear so hungry, greedy, as if the times they 


must have done this before were too few, too short. 


Øysteins face is a Munch painting called The Shock as Kittil and Torben give a full display of their lip-rubbing 


and deepthroating each other's tongues. 
A wet and shameless snoggery right in front of their faces, and ugh! - there's noises too. 


Øystein stares on in what seems utter disgust and contempt, and Jørn can only hope that it's due to those 


posers, because for all he knows, he wouldn't mind doing this to Bystein too. 


TO BE CONTINUED IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF ØRN KANE 


A Stone On The Shore Of An Island 


Author's Notes: 


Merry Ficmas to everyone, and especially to you, Lydia! I'm sorry that this is only one chapter so far, but I'll 
get through to the actual prompt soon | hope you enjoy anyway. 


They hid in the shadows. 
They were a gang of four, had given themselves the name of Mayhem, and this was their first robbery. 
And he was part of it. 


Jørn Kane kept his cool. Not that he was prone to nervousness all that much, but first times always bore a 


certain excitement. And he was in for the thrill. 


Jørn had insisted on being the first to sneak out after the driver had left the van, its doors opened to reveal 
the goods that were soon to be stacked on the supermarket shelves. 


It had been his idea to pick up two loaves of bread and four litres of milk only - for the simple reasons that 
small rations would not be noticed as quickly, that they could carry them better and run faster if caught. 


The suggestion to steal food, however, had come from someone else. 


A young man from the Aarseth tribe who called himself Euronymous and took pride in his ability to survive on 
gruel for weeks. 


Apparently though, more than enough weeks had passed to make him long for something else than that or the 


infamous Spaghetti Follonese, so he had announced a mugging and let Jørn come up with the plan. 


And here they were, Mayhem, prepared to unleash terror on their neighbourhood yet again, this time without 


their weapons of unholy noise. 
** 
A dry wind blows through the Norwegian prairie. 


The wind is just strong enough to lift the bright blond streaks up from the shoulders of the mysterious 


figure who is waiting for the train. 


The boy is about sixteen and looks like one of the indigenous people. 


He's wearing a jacket with a magic word written on the back: Venom 


Only few of the outcasts wear that patch, in praise of the God that they worship and willingly lay their souls 


down to - heavy, evil music, so dark that no tribe would tolerate it. 


Its that sign, that word that makes Jørn Kane realise that he and the other boy have the same goal: They're 


following freedom. 

He starts a conversation by asking if the other has fire. 

It turns out the blond boy doesn't smoke, but he does have fire indeed. 

His eyes glow when he talks about music, and he's got the sharpest axe Jarn has ever seen so far. 

He also knows how to make good use of it, as he later demonstrates in the rehearsal room. 

The boy's name is Øystein, and that's what he'll always be to Jørn, that's what they'll always be to each other, 
no matter what names they will choose later, what names they go by for other people - it's Jørn and Øystein 


all along, forever. 


And they sound good together, knowing what they want to play, what they want to evoke, to summon. 


TO BE CONTINUED IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF ØRN KANE, COMING SOON TO YOUR LOCAL KIOSK 


Patched-Up And Ready To Die 


Author's Notes: 
Nm terribly sorry it took me half an eternity to continue this. This chapter\'s title is an allusion to the 
Darkthrone song \"Fucked Up And Ready To Die\". 


Jørn Kane still had the chorus of Breaking the Law in his ears when they got back to the headquarter. 

The gang put the stolen goods in the fridge and had some slices of bread and a glass of milk each straight 
away. When their grumbling stomachs had finally been filled, Dystein turned to Jørn tentatively, who was 
drinking his milk in a very manly fashion, highlighting his impressive moustache with a white coating. 
"You're acting really strange lately, Jarn..” 


"Yes," Jan agreed, "what was that about Reverend Kittilsen?" 


"And more important," asked Pelle to everyone's surprise, "what was that what Kittil said about Øystein and 


you? What are they doing that you're scared of?" 


There was a silence from the two men in question, not least because none of them had ever heard Pelle talk 


so much at one time. It was probably his largest word count so far. 
To save their faces, Jørn had to come up with an answer, and quickly. 
Is a dare we agreed on ages ago, and its between the four of us only." 


Lame, Mr. Kane, and doesn't arouse suspicion in the slightest. But what could he do? He was a man of action, not 


of words. Jan and Pelle looked at each other. 
"There's nothing more to tell. Now let's get ready for rehearsal, so | can practice my gun shots afterwards." 
Jørn rushed off, and so did Øystein with a bemused look. 


"Wedding rings." Jan mumbled thoughtfully as he and Pelle left the room. 


* eK 


Jørn holds his back, which is aching from being hunched over for hours now. His first try went wrong, the ink 
being knocked over and ruining a large part of the sheet. He's more careful now. The old bed sheet is fixed to 


stay straightened out while he carefully fills in the lines that say Welcome To Hell 


It takes up far more time than he thought it would. Bystein's reaction better be good. Because Jørn, crazy as 
he is, intends to give the first patch he's ever made to his Indian friend. Knowing full well that said one is a 
rowdy with no manners. But to see the joy on his face.. Jarn's lips curl into a smile as he imagines his friend's 


eyes full with warm surprise. He forgets about his back pain and keeps inking, until he is called to the phone. 


"Hi, Necroboy!" Øystein sounds aware of how annoying he is, and enjoying it. "I'm polite for once and let you 


know l'm coming over now to consume your precious time." 


Typical that he never explains what exactly he has in mind. Jørn cannot have him here now though. He won't 


be able to put away his work until its truly finished. 
"Is it necessary now, Dystein? | really don't have the time. We can meet tomorrow." 


"This is not a question of necessity! | have something of importance to tell you. Why can't you make time for 


me now?" 


Øystein seems unpleasantly surprised that Jørn is refusing to meet up. Which makes the latter think that he 
should turn the other down more often, especially if he invites himself like that. He likes to think Jørn has 
nothing better to do than hang around and listen to him slurp his Coke and rant about how simpletons can 
never grasp the complexity of Eno. But also present new song ideas to Jørn. Listen to Metallica bootlegs, 
Venom, Motörhead and Celtic Frost. Being silly and testing Jarn's patience and hospitality with adorable 
annoyance. Giggling giddily at Jørn's jokes. Jørn sure has a lot of other things to do, but are they better? 


‘Sorry, ‘ronymous. No can do. Will have to wait ‘til tomorrow." Jarn hopes no more questions are coming his 


way. He needs to keep Oystein's curious nose out of his room and continue his work on the patch. 


"Are we keeping secrets now? If you have a girl over at your place, just tell me. That's it, isn't it?" The Indian 


sounds all bitchy now. Jarn knows he's gonna be in trouble either way. 


"You know me. The effect that Jørn Kane has on the fair sex is breathtaking. And | hate to keep the ladies 


waiting, so .. sorry." He listens for a reaction on the end of the line, holding his breath. 


"Fine." Jarn's ear might just freeze from the icy tone. "You should stop reading those dime novels, they're a 


threat to your braincells. And don't catch anything contagious." 
"I won't, bye!" Jørn replies so hastily, he barely hears the other's last words when he slams the phone down 


"On second thought, please do! Bastard" 


* eK 


He is being let into the house by the chief of the Aarseth tribe, finding his way to Bystein's room and knocking 
on the door. He then quickly puts his hands behind his back, hiding the patch, the finished patch that he worked 
on for the last days. 


There's a sound behind the door, a creaking and thumping one, like someone jumping out of bed. The music is 


loud but muffled, yet Jarn recognizes the soft voices and synth sounds. 


And when you've taken down your guard 
If | could change your mind 

ld really love fo break your heart 

Íd really love fo.. 


The door opens and a weary, moody looking Øystein appears in front of him. When he sees Jørn, his face shifts 
from soft shock to a hostile frown in an instance, while Tears For Fears urge him to shout, shout, let it all out 
Instead, he crosses his arms over his chest, looking like he's about to hiss at Jørn but holding it back. He also 

suspiciously closes his door behind his back as if hiding something. 


"Oh, do you have time now? Did it not occur to you that | might be out, or have something to do too? You 
could not be bothered with a phone call, could you?" 


Always commanding, always demanding, always pushing his will on others. Jørn can be quite tired of Øystein's 
attitude, but it seems he's the only one to stick it to him on a regular basis, to oppose him on eye level. What 


would Øystein do, what would he become if Jørn wasn't there to put him in his place every now and then? 


Jørn can hear through the iciness and arrogance, although its hard to remind himself over and over again 
that Øystein doesn't mean it this way when he's hit by such an avalanche of words and stares and gestures 


designed to make him feel unwelcome. 


‘lm not apologising to you. There's nothing | should be sorry for. You know | can't be around you all the time, 


Øystein. And | won't be ready at your beck and call, mind you." He looks the other firmly in the eyes. 

"And now you came here just to tell me that? Don't waste my time then" Øystein is about to re-enter his 
room, but Jørn stops him, gently grabbing his shoulder. His hand is shrugged off, but Øystein turns around and 
looks at him expectantly. 


| came to give you this, because.." Does he really think so, should he say it, confirm Dystein's monarchic 


demeanor? "..because | think you deserve it" But dont get any wrong ideas, Prince. 


Øystein stares at the lovingly made patch, looking disarmed, maybe even somewhat pleased. Slowly, he extends 


his hand, just to pull it back suddenly. 


"| can't touch it, | don't want to catch an STD" 


He's really fucking challenging sometimes. Jørn can't say if he'd always be so chill if he wouldn't smoke a joint 


from time to time. Because that little shithead can drive you mad in no time and for no reason. 


"Fucking hell Øystein! They're called STD because they're only transmitted sexually | don't know what you intend 
to do with this patch, but it's meant to be stitched to your jacket" 


"I know that!" Øystein rips the patch out of Jarn's hands. "I just hope there's nothing gross on this, if it was in 


the same room as you and a chick." 


Finally, Jørn's had enough. "If you find something, use it for a voodoo spell," he says drily, turning to walk away. 
The answer is a door banging shut. Welcome To Hell indeed. 


A few days later they see each other in the street. Jørn notices the back patch on Bystein's jacket. He's 
showing it off to two fellow outlaws, Jon and Manheim. When his eyes meet Jarn's, he smiles shyly. Then, 


before the others can see that brief smile, starts waving and shouting for him to come over. 


"Nice work, Jørn," Jon nods approvingly. "And it was the first you ever did? How long did it take you to make 
that?" 


Jørn inhales deeply from his cigarette before he replies. "A while. But what does it matter now? It looks good 


on the jacket. I've also made one for myself.” 

He turns around, revealing the Black Metal patch on his back. Two patches from the same sheet, alluding to 
the same band, that first band they discovered they had a common passion for, the band that brought them 
to where they are now. 


He knows that Øystein understands when they exchange glances, his black hair a curtain to hide his smile. 


They're from the same tribe. 


TO BE CONTINUED IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF JØRN KANE 


